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“REQUIRING, WITH VARIOUS TASTE, THINGS WIDELY DIFFERENT FROM EACH OTHER.” 








The White Cottage. 
( Concluded.) 

The fortunate change in Mr. Davenport’s sen- 
titients respecting Edmund, arose parily from the 
high commendations bestowed upon him by Mr. 
Midford and from the unexampled, and, he could 
not belp feeling, unmerited assiduities of his daugh- 
ter to comply with his wishes and to render him 
happy. Every day made her more necessary 
to his existence, and he wished to prove to her 
his affection. Assisted in the examination of his 
property by Mr. Midford, he was also guided by 
him in the arrangement and disposal of it. As the 
means of publicly acknowledging his daughter in 
a manner which would gratify his pride, he was 
delighted to find that he possessed so much: and 
hoping at once to obliterate from her mind a recol- 
lection of neglect and injuries, which preyed upon 
his own, he proposed to Mr. Midford the estab- 
lishment he had just completed. Wishing to enjoy 
the surprise of Julia, he would not mention to her 
this change in his opinions, but wrote a letter to 
Edmund suflicienatly explanatory of his views and 
Wishes, and desired him to join their dinner-party 
on her birth-day. 

NemBer 29, 


On opening the will, Mr. Midford, who was 
left sole executor, informed Julia that the whole 
of her father’s property was bequeathed to her, 
With the exception of a small legacy to Mrs. Sin- 
clair. A fiberal annuity to Patrick for his faithful 
services, and a handsome legacy to Mr. Midford, 
the only friend he ever had in the world, conclud- 
ed the will. Mr. Midiord asked Julia if she wish- 
ed te reside in the house, and keep up the estab- 
lishment, ‘Oh no!’ she said, ‘my home is Al- 
bany, my house my aunt's.” ‘Not long my Ju- 
lia.” said Edmund tenderly, ‘Our home shall be 
her’s.? 

Mr. Midford undertook to dispose of the house, 
and to dismiss the servants; and when every thing 
else was settled, Edmund and Julia prepared to 
set off for Albany. attended by the faithful Patrick, 
who conjured them ‘not to leave him behind nor to 
throw him upon the wide world, nor to despise 
him now he had got so handsome a fortin: for 
what good would it do him unless he spent it with 
them? He had no kin nor kind, and no one to love, 
but them: they were to him like father and mo- 
ther, wife and child, and he hoped he might live 
and die with them.’ 

Vouume J. 
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Zaida....A Romance. 
( Continued.) 

The arrow of love which had pierced Soliman’s 
i, was more dangerous to him than the Hun- 
garian sword. towards which he now proceeded. 
fr was possible to avoid the Jatter; the former no 
mortal can escape. Whoever thou art; thou hast 
hon wilt become, a slave of love. 

de upon the wings of the 
his mind vemained at Constantinople upon 
the Wings of imagination. “Phe love-sick always 


vel in haste. whether going or coming, for they 


carry asting in they hearts that drives them about 


fercer than the spay ol a keen horseman drives 
‘aidalusian steed—Zaida is incapakle of vio- 
lating the vow. made in nightly silence and seal- 
ed with her trembling lips; no, Zaida feels what 
had written in her eyes, her heart is the 

the sultan, the prince— 

has seen her; the former 


a ty latter loves, for i 


love. for one time or other he will see her. 


tuary of truth. But 
bigs 
{ ause enough for sighs and grief, Soliman thought 
to form the plan of a battle, and he thought of 
iida; he thought to admire the rising sun, and 
he thought of Zaida; he thought to pray, and 
again Zaida was before his eyes. 
jut what are the feclings of our heve, to the 
jumuliuous passions in the breast of the prince: 
What is a ruffled sea compared to a storm in the 
ocean? Fle was certain of Zaida’s want of love for 
him, and more certain still of her love for another 
—and who is this rival? The favorite of his mis- 
trustful brother, and the kislar-aga’s friend. The 
sly Marama was removed, and with her every 
means to see Zaida, or to hear of her. What con- 
solation could he derive from the poisonous plats 
of Cuproli and Siavus? The ambition @the aged 
is net as tumultuous as the love of youth. 


a 
‘ is 


ft was on a beautiful morning ef spring, when 
Muhamed, equally voluptuous ti war or peace, en- 
joyed himselfin the gardens of the seraglio, three 
miles from Constantinople. Nature by its all-pow - 
erful breath, had animated trees and hedges; the 
bostangi-bashaw had set the arms of many thousand 
slaves in motion: all was in blossom; the waths 
were cleaned: the young grass bent under the 


lieht footsteps of the playful sultaness. Muhamed 


lav stretched in voluptuous slumber, refreshed by 


the balsamic breath of spring: he lay on the sea 
shore, on the well-known terrasse. which Ach- 
met had erected for the pleasure of his concubines 
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The golden steeples of Consiantinople glittered at 
a distance in his half-closed eyes; the sea lay be- 
fore him as smooth as the glasses in his splendid 
bath. Zaida chose the most obscure walks, out of 
the reach of her master’s eve. 

On a sudden the sultan resolved to return to 
Constantinople by water. In a few minutes a mag- 
nificent gondola was ready. Muhamed took the 
hand of the sultaness Asseki, and embarked: the 
bostangi-bashaw steered the gondola, and the wo- 
men of the seraglio were put on board of other 
gondolas ready for their reception. Thus the bril- 
liant little fleet amidst the sound of flutes and 
cymbals, passed towards the harbor. formed by 
a small gulf in the form of a chamel at the foot 
of the walls of the seraglio. 

They were but a quarter of a mile distant from 
this magnificent prison, when a whirlwind arose 
Which drove the gondolas about lke feathers in 
the air, tore the slender rudder, which was not 
made for the dangers of a storm, to splinters, blew 
the veil wantonly from the face of the sultaness, 
and disordered the old beard of the bostangi-ba- 
shaw. The flutes and cymbals were silent, and 
the screams of the women echoed thro the winds. 
Muhamed, with great presence of mind, threw 
the trembling bostangi-bashaw under the bench, 
laid hold of a piece of an oar, and steered his gon- 
dola with admirable dexterity into the harbor. 

The sultan had scarcely reached this place of 
safety, When the screams from the other gondo- 
las increased; for as long as the sultan was at 
sea, they hoped that the whirlwind, out of respect 
for his sacred person, would not blow too hard. 
Kach gondola strove to be the first: they ran foul 
of cach other; at last one of them upset and three 
ov four of the most charming of the sultanesses 
were buried in the waves. Vhe sailors who al! 
were expert swiminers. saved themselves without 
loss of time, as their owu lives scemed to them to 
be the most precious, 

Prince Soliman was at that moment standing 
onthe shore, beholding this woeful spectacle. He 
saw that one of the women several times lifted 
her arms out of the water. as if she wanted tu 
catch at something to save herself. ‘The prince 
was an excellent swimmer. Ee threw his coat upon 
the ground, and himself into the waves. In a few 
moments he laid hold of the fainting woman, and 
in triumph brought her to the shore. There lay, 
pale and with eyes closed, the greatest: ornament 
ofthe seraglio, the charming Zaida—* Allah! ex 
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claimed the prince, tremblingly, after having dis- 
covered whom he had saved. *Zaida!’ he cried, 
kneeling beside her, ‘Zaida, open thine eyes! The 
creat prophet has made thy Soliman the happiest 
of mortals.’ 

At the name of Soliman, Zaida opened her eyes, 
‘My Soliman!’ she whispered, still bereft of her 
‘The prince was in ecstacy at this first 
sweet word, flowing frem the celd lips of the 
‘harming girl, In the tumult of his feclings he had 

forgot the name ef his 3 But Zaida at last re- 
overed: I what had hapnened to her, 
and trembling beheld the prince at her feet. *To 
whom am [ indebted for my lifes? she whispered. 
‘Fo me.’ exclaimed the prince. ‘and f have saved 
At this moment Vulima came running 
almost out of breath: *Allah be praised, and the 
name of the great prophet! Zaida, thou art safe!’ 
She threw herself upon her mistress, and revived 


senses. 


val, 


she recollectce 


mv own.’ 


her pale lips with Kisses of the warmest friendship. 

The prince was modest enough to feel that in 
this state of confusion it would not be proper to 
speak to her of his love. He conducted her to the 
habitation of a bostangi, informed the kislar-aga 
of the accident, who hastened to take this jewel 
again under his care. 

This singular accident, which seemed to favor 
the wishes of the prince and to open him a way to 
Zaida’s heart, had however a quite unexpected ef- 
fect. Muhamed had heard nothing of all this, for 
he had conducted the terrified sultaness immedi- 
ately to her chambers. But the bostangi, in whose 
habitation Zaida had rested a few minutes, gave 
to the bostangi-bashaw so highflown a description 
of her beauty, that he was greatly surprised at 
having never even heard of her name. He has- 
tened to the sultan, who was just yawning, to en- 
tertain him with this extraordinary news. Muha- 
med’s curiosity became excited; he ordered the 
kislar-aga to his presence. 

‘Who is that girl,’ he asked imperiously, ‘whom 
my brother has saved from the waves:’ 

The aga. (Hiding his confusion.) She was sold 
to your highness some months ago by a ‘Tartar 
slave-merchant. 

«Muhamed. Is she as handsome as the bostangi- 
bashaw describes her to be? 

The aga. She is handsome. 

Muhamed. Conduct her to me. 

The cga. Vacdon, sir! It is near at pre- 
sent, The terror and the danger of death have 
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brought a violent fever upon her: TE am even atvaid 
for her life. 

Muhumed. Send for my first plrysician, the Jew 
Zedekias, let him employ all his art to save her. 
She shall have daily an addition of two thousand 
aspers; has re 


and, as soen as she has recovered, 


it to ime. 

The aga kissed the sultan’s kaftan, and retis 
Under the pretext of informing Zaida of the e 
peror’s generosity. he went to her apartment: | 
the news he brought was like thunder in the ea 
of the faithful girl What 
What could save her? The danger indeed at pre 
sent was provided for. but it was only postponed. 
She might, before the Jewish doctor, feign te be in 
a worse situation than she really was: but who 
could unfold her future fate? What benevolent 
hand could draw her from this labyrinth? ‘The 
well meaning halfman shook his grey head, and 
hastily informed the vizier of the storm that was 
gatheri ing on the horizon of his love. 

lt was easy for some weeks to suppress the sul- 
tan’s desires, by her pretended illness: but the 
time passed away. Zedekias counted cighty reg 
ular pulsations in one minute, and declared the 
rose of her beauty to be worthy of being shone upon 
by the rays of his majesty. They hoped, in vain. 
to see the sultan entangled in the pressing affairs 
of the war; for, tho he received intelligence that 
the German emperor had resolved to besiege Ofen, 
and that prince Charles of Lorraine was in full 
march, at the head of eighty thousand courageous 
men, Muhamed still consoled himself with the 
thought that the enemy, two years before, attemp- 
ted the siege of Ofen, in vain; that the place was 
well provided with ammunition and provision, and 
an intreped commandant; and that the vizier So- 
liman, at the head of his numerous army, would 
restave to the Ottoman throne the lustre which Ka- 
‘a fhrahim Mustapha by cowardice and malice 
had lost. No other means, therefore, were left to 
the kislar-aga, than to draw a fourth person into 
the affair, aie for her own sake would make 
every effort to prevent tle effects of Zaida’s beau- 

ty—He went to the favorite sultaness, addressing 
her in the following manner: 

‘Sun of beauty! Glittering star of love! frre. 
sistible magnet of the desires of our illustrious 
emperor! May the blessing of the great prophet 
overshadow thy charming head. Thy unworthy 


now Was To be Gone. 


servant, animated by the profoundest veneration. 
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ventures to mform thee of an approaching danger 
that menaces thy peace. ‘The emperor has already 
ordered me twice to bring to him the Moscowvi- 

an slave, Zaida. She resembles thee in beauty 

»> more than the sun-burnt Srass resembles the 
enchanting blossoms of a peach-tree; and, dare 
she venture to undermine thee in Muhamed’s at- 
ection.’ 


sly guardian of the seraglio, 


‘hus spoke the 
wad retired respectiully to the anti-chamber, wait- 
ing for the flame which the storm of jealousy 
vould blow out of the spark he had thrown down. 

Prince Soliman. meanwhile, Mattered himself 
more than ever with hopes to move Zaida. Le 
thought the preserver of her life could not be in- 
different to her, and if chance should open him a 
rond to continue his solicitations. love would ac- 
complish 


demon of cunning could assist him? Marama was 


what gratitude had founded. But what 
removed, and all she could spy out was the news 
of Zaida’s illness. But gold, the ruler of the faith- 
ful and the infidel, of the sage and the fool, under 
whose sceptre every thing languishes but true love 
—QOne of Zaida’s slaves was bribed, a letter put 
into her bosom, which Zaida a few days after 
found on her toilet. 


Soliman, prince of the Ottomans, to Zaida, queen 
of all hearts. 


‘I have saved thy life, and thou deprivest me of 
mine: | snatched thee from the arms of death, and 
thou throwest me into the abyss of despair. I live 
near thee, and suffer; the vizier is far off, and is 
happy. Desist. from being as cruel as thou art 
beautiful! make me as happy as L am now misera- 
hlet On one of thine enchanting looks depends 


the quietade and the life of thy SOLIMAN,. 


Mhe slave Zaida, lo Soliinan, prince of the Ottomans. 


‘Thou hast savede my life, and embitterest it; 
thou hast snatched me from the arms of death, and 
endeavorest to throw me into the grave of imo- 
cence. Eknow nothing of thy sufferings—TVhe vi- 
zier’s happiness is to me am enigma—Desist per- 
vouting me. ‘Phy friendship I esteem—thy love 
ZAIDA,’ 


is the destroying angel of my rest. 


(To be continued.) 
egta(esjcate 


Phe mind ought sometimes to be amused, that it 
iy the better return to thought and to itself.i—Phex- 
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The Heouse-Maid’s Ghost, 
OR, THE LOVERS SURPRISED. 

Mrs. Water, a widow lady, who with her fa- 
mily occupied a cottage at Hampstead, during the 
last fortnight has been much alarmed by unusual 
noises In various parts of her premises, at the dead 
hour of the night. At first she was induced to be- 
these sounds proceeded from thieves, but having 
missed nothing to confirm her suspicions, the idea 
was abandond and one of a more solemn descrip- 
tion found place in her breast; namely, that the 
disturbances arose from some supernatural agency, 
a belief which was coniirmed by both her servaut 
maids, who affirmed most positively that they had 
seen things which had the appearance of a human 
figure clothed in white, flitting thro the garden 
after night-fall. “Phe terror arising from the con- 
tinuance of these supposed visitations from the 
other world, which were kept a secret from the 
neighborhood, at length induced Mrs. Water to 
apply to her nephew, who at once suspected the 
cause, and by agreement was secretly admitted 
on the premises, in company with a friend, with- 
out the knowledge of the servants, on Thursday 
night; when taking their station behind some trees 
in the shrubbery, they patiently waited the mid- 
night how’, being provided with a dark lantern 
in the event of artificial light being necessary to 
unravel the mystery. Soon alter one, a figure en- 
veloped in white, entered the garden from a door 
leading into an adjoining field, and approaching 
directly to the house, rattied several of the shut- 
ters and doors. This turned ont to be the signal 
of his arrival, and ina fey 
from the house and joined 


conds a female came 
rial visitant, who 
without much ceremony encircled her. net in his 
shadowy. but sinewy arvios. While in this state of 
bliss, the friends approached with as much silence 
as possible, but not with sufficient precaution to 
prevent alarm, and before they could secure the 
spirit, it had vanished, not into the air, but into 
an adjoiming pig-sty, which happened to be unte- 
nanted aad partly filled with dry siraw. The female 
vanished with as much celerity into the house, and 
shut the door, waiting the issue of the untoward 
interruption of her joys. The friends approached 
ihe pig-sty, and e° worted the spirit to come forth, 
but in vain; tii at length one of them set fire to 
the straw, which soon produced the desired effect: 
and to their infinite amusement, out crept a young 
gentleman, who resided in the vicinage, and whe 
had adopted this mode of carrying on an intrigue 
with the house-maid.—{ London paper.} 
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| Communication. | 


edi. Edilor—t observed a quotation in your pa- 
per lately, which struck me in a forcible manner: 

“if gratitude is due from man to man,liow much 
move so from man to his Maker,” 

Thursday, last week, was appointed by the go- 
vernor of this state as a day of thanksgiving— 
a day to be set apart to return to Almighty God, 
thank-offerings for the manifold benefits and mer- 
cies he had conferred on our highly favored state, 
Phe city of Philadelphia 
has been peculiarly blessed with health and pros- 
perity. While the greater proportion of the large 
cities of the Union have been afflicted with conta- 
vious disorders, Philadelphia has been exempt. ‘To 
the point. ‘Thursday was appointed for the pur- 
pose of paying the trifling debt of gratitude for 
such pre-eminent mercies, of merely attending pub- 
lic worship, and refraining from customary em- 
ployments. Were either of these performed by the 
one-tenth part of the inhabitants of this populous 
eity?’ No!—Scarcely a store was closed—the ge- 
nerality attended to their * merchandize,’°—the 
sound of the hammer was heard throughout, and 
the bustle of business prevailed in every quarter. 

Where was the gratitude from man to his Ma- 
ker in this instance? 

It reminds me of the Richmond Resolutions. Im- 
mediately after the awful conflagration of the The- 
atre, Where nearly one hundred lives were lost, a 
meeting, was held of the citizens: and a resolution 
was adopted, that no ‘Theatre should, in future, be 
erected in the city. This, was, in fact, a ridicu- 
lous resolution; because. any person would have 
aright to build on his own property whatever 
species of building he might think proper. It was 
farther resolved, that a Church to be called the 
Mausoleum, should be erected on the spot where 
the awful catastrophe occurred. How has all this 
eventuated? L observe in a late paper from Rich- 
mond, that a Theatre is actually built, aye, and 
the editor tersely remarks, **that it would be well 
to complete the Mausoleum Church before the open- 
ing of this Theatre.’ ba these few words, a great 
deal is comprised, 

{ would not be understood to suggest the idea, 
that a Theatre is an impeoper place of amusement. 
Far from that, I consider it an useful and instruc- 
tive resort; but, when the colletive body of a city 
enter into such resolutions, and in so short a period 
swerve from them, I must consider them as—vox 
et preterea nihil! SENEX, 


during the last year. 
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The Theatre. 


The public ave respectfully informed that the 
Theatre will be opened for the season on Yondey 
next, "Vhe gas lights have, during the recess, un- 
dergoue such alierations and improvements, as 
will greately contribute to the be: 
and the effect of the performance. 

The managers have the pleasure to state that 
the celebrated Mr. Incledon is engaged for a few 


uty of the house 


nights, and will shortly make his appearance in 
Philadelphia. 


degree of novelty in performers and new dramas 


[tis also proposed to offer a great 


than in former seasons. In preparation, the new 
tragedies of the Apostate, Manuel, and Adelaide: 
the melo-dramas of the Broken Sword, Linkeep- 
er’s Daughter, Libertine, Watchword; the come- 
dies of the Faro Table, ‘Touchstone, &c.: and the 
comic operas of Love ina Viliage, the Lord of 
the Manor, the Maid of the Mill, the Banditti of 
the South, and many others will be revived. Mr. 
Cooper also is engaged for a pirt of she season. 

Both the Coffee Rooms are refitted. and refresh- 
ments will be placed under the immediate superin- 
tendance of Mr. Astolfi and assistants. 








PINS were first used by Catherine Howard, 
queen of Henry the Eighth, in England. Befor 


that invention both sexes used ribbands, laces. 
points and tags, and hooks and eyes. 


a 

A Dutchman having recently heard rum called 

spirits, asked a waiter at an inn who had given 

him his grog too much reduced, *¥ at te tivil for 

don’t you put plenty of ghests on top of de vater.’ 
—— 

I O U, (says an editor) are three vowels which 
create more disagreable sensations in the minds of 
honest men, than all the rest of the alphabet to- 
gether. 


ie - 


The seeret of tiring and disgusting, is to say all 
that can be said.—VoLTAIRE. 

Men of confined understandings, in general, fink. 
fault with every thing.—Rovcne. 

Gaming is the Son of Avarice and the Father 
of Despair.—Fr. 


Continual jesting, only proves a narrow unier- 
standing. —La Brvuyere. / 
Those rise with the greatest difficulty, whose 


talents are depressed by poverty.—JUVENAL. 











86 LADIES’ MUSEUM. 
A Walk in London. 


[faving studied the way to the palace, I set off. 
The distance was considerable: the way after get- 
ting into the main streets, tolerably straight. There 
were not many passers in the by-streets; but when 
t reached Cheapside the crowd completely aston- 
ished me. On each side of the way were two unin- 
terrupted streams of people, one going east, the 
other west. At first I thought that some extraor- 
dinary occasion must have collected such a con- 
course; but 1 soon perceived it was only the usual 
course of business. They moved in two regular 
counter-currents, and the rapidity with which they 
moved was as remarkable as their numbers. It 
was easy to perceive that the English calculate the 
value of time. Nobody was loitering to look at the 
beautiful things in the shop windows, none were 
stopping to converse, every one was in haste. yet 
oO one in a hurry; the quickest possible step seem- 
ed to be the natural pace. The varriages were nu- 
merous in proportion, and were driven with an- 
swerable velocity. 

if possible I was still more astonished at the 
opulence and splendor of the shops: drapers, sta- 
tioners, confectioners, pastry-cooks, seal-cutters, 
silver-smiths, book-sellers, print-sellers, hosiers, 
fruiterers, china-sellers,—one close to another, 
Without intermission, a shop te every house, street 
alter street, mile after mile: the articles themselves 


so beautiful, and so beautifully arranged, that if 
‘hey who passed by me had had leisure to observe 


any thing, they might have known me to be a fo- 
reigner by the frequent stands which I made to ad- 
mire them, Nothing which I had seen in the coun- 
try had prepared me ‘for such a display of splen- 
dor, 

My way lay by St. Paul’s church. The sight 
of this truly noble building rather provoked than 
pleased me. The English, after erecting so grand 
an edifice, will not allow it an open space to stand 
in, and it is impossible to get a full view of it in 
any situation. The value of ground in this capital 
is too great to be sacrificed to beauty by a commer- 
cia? nation: unless, therefore, another conflagra- 
tion should lay London in ashes, the Londoners 
will never fairly see their own cathedral. The 
street which leads to the grand front has just a 
sufficient bend to destroy the effect which such a 
termination would have given it, and to obstruct 
ile view till you come too close to see it. This is 
nerfectly vexatious! Except St. Peter's, here is be- 


yond comparison the finest temple in christendom, 
and it is even more ridiculously misplaced than 
the bridge of Segovia appears, when the mules 
have drank up the Manzanares. ‘The houses come 
so close upon one side that carriages are not per- 
mitted to pass that way lest the foot-passengers 
should be endangered. The scite itself is well cho 
sen on a little rising near the river: and were it 
fairly opened as it ought to be, no city could 
boast so magnificent a monument of modern 
times. 

In a direct line from hence is Temple Bar. a 
modern, ugly, useless gate, which divides the two 
cities of London and Westminster. There were 
iron spikes upon the top, on which the heads of 
traitors were formerly exposed. On both sides of 
this gate [ had a paper thrust into my hand, which 
proved to be a quack-doctor’s notice of some ne- 
ver-failing pills. Before [reached home I had a 
dozen of these. Tradesmen here lose no possible 
opportunity of forcing their notices upon the pub- 
lic. Wherever there was a dead wall, a vacant 
house, or a temporary scaffolding erected for re- 
pairs, the space was covered with printed bills. 
Two rival blacking-makers were standing in one 
of the streets, each carried a boot, completely var- 
nished with black, hanging from a pole, and on 
the other arm a basket with the balls for sale. On 
the top of their poles was a sort of standard with 
a printed paper explaining the virtue of the wares; 
the one said that his blacking was the best in the 
world; the other, that his was so good that you 
might eat it. 

The crowd in Westminster was not so great as 
in the busier city. From Charing Cross, as it is 
still called, tho an equestrian statue has taken the 
place of the cross, a great street opens towards 
Westminster abbey, and the houses of parliament. 
Most of the public buildings are here; it is to be 
rogretted that the end is not quite open to the ab- 
bey. for it would be then one of the finest streets 
in Europe. Leaving this for my return, I went on 
to the palaces of the prince of Wales, and of the 
king, which stand near each other in a street cal- 
led Pall Mall. The game trom whence this namx 
is derived, is no longer known in England. 

EK sSPRIELLA. 
(To be concluded next week.) 


-——— 


Men who have littie business are generally the 
greatest falkers—Monv. 


a 


os 
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THE DEAD TWINS. 


Twas summer, and a sabbath eve. 
And balmy was the air, 

L saw a sight that made me grieve— 
And yet the sight was fair: 

Within a little coffin lay 

Two lifeless babes as sweet as May. 


Like waxen dolls, that infants dress, 
Vheir little bodies were: 

A look of placid happiness 

Did on each cheek appear; 

And in the coltin, short and wide, 
They lay together side by side. 


A rosebud nearly clos’d I found, 

Each little hand within, 

And many a pink was strew’d around, 
With sprigs of jessamine: 

And yet the flowers that round them lay, 
Were not to me more fair than they. 


Their mother, as a lily pale, 

Sat by them ona bed— 

And bending o’er them told her tale, 
And many a tear she shed: 

Yet oft she cried, amidst her pain, 
‘My babes and I shall meet again!’ 


LOVE AND JEALOUSY. 


Love like Death his sceptre sternly sways, 
When e’er the tyrant calls the slave obeys. 
This passion turn’d to JeEanousy, will rave 
Fierce as a whirlwind,—cruel as the grave; 
For ever burnt and burning/with desire, 
Like coals that glow with unconsuming fire. 
Give all to love, to bribe him to be kind, 

Yet still you'll find his fetters on your mind; 
What care you'd stake, its value’s still above, 
And nothing balagges, but, Leva for Love. 


4 TALE, 
“How to get rid of a bad Wife.” 


A man had once a vicious wife: 
(A most wncommon thing in life) 
His days and nights were spent in strife 
Unceasing. 
Once walking by a river side, 
In mournful terms, ‘My dear,’ he cried. 
‘No more let feuds our peace divide, 
Mil end them. 
Weary of life, and quite resign’d, 
To drown I have made up my mind: 
So tie my hands as fast behind 
As can be.’ 
With eager haste the dame complies. 
While joy stands glist*ning in her eves. 
Already in her thought he dies 
Before her. 
*It would be better far, I think, 
While close I stand upon the brink, 
You push me in—nay, never shrink, 
But do it.” 
To give her blow the more effect, 
Some twenty yards she ran direct, 
And did what least she did expect 
She should do. 
He slips aside himself to save, 
So souse she dashes in the wave, 
And gave what ne’er before she gave, 
Much pleasure. 
‘Dear husband, help! I sink,’ she cried; 
‘Thou best of wives! (the man replied) 
I would—but you my hands have tied!, 
God help you! 
a 
SONG. 
Tell me not of joys above, 
If that world can give no bliss, 
Truer happier, than the love 
Which enslaves our souls in this! 
Tell me not of Houris’ eyes— 
Far from me their dangerous glow, 
If those looks that light the skies 
Wound like some that burn below. 


Who that feels what love is here 
All its falsehood—all its pain— 
Would for e’en Elysium’s sphere 
Risk the fatal dream again! 
Who that midst a desert’s heat 
Sees the waters fade away, 
Would not rather die than meet 
Streams again as false as they. 
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a Subscriptions, or Orders, for this paper, 
thankfully received (for the editor) at N° 157, South 
Eleveath strect, fifth door below Locust street. 

TERMS. 

Two Dollars per volume: One Dollar to be paid at 
the time of subscribing; and the other, three months 
afterwards. 

A volume is complete each half-year, containing 
upwards of 200 pages, besides a handsome Title- 
Page, and List of Subscribers’ Names 7A 








The Altar of Love. 





**Be mutual happiness their mutual aim, 
** Their hopes, their fears. t! er wishes, all the same!” 
Married, 

In this City, by the rev. Mr. Boyd, Mr. Jacob 
Burns jr. to Miss Ann O. Harwood; by the rev. 
Phillip Mayer, Mr. Nicholas Cuvotts to Miss Ca- 
therine Imbrees by the rev. J. P. Peckworth, Mr. 
Elias Noe to Miss Sarah Beckley; by the right 
rev. bishop White, Jno. C. Montgomery, esq. to 
Miss Elizabeth Henrietta Philips. 

At Baltimore, John Werdebaugh to Amelia Ra- 
tien, George Glaspy to Jane Williams, Gideon 
Webb to Sarah Drummond, Basil Duke to Juliet 
Wilson, David Winchester to Sarah Forney, Mah- 
fon Jones to Ann Marriot. 

In Washington City, licut. John Tayloe to Ma- 
via Forrest, Wm. Markward to Sarah Allen Ty- 
fer, Thomas H. Herndon to Elizabeth Brock, 
Hedry H. Morfit to Catherine Campbell. 








An Apprentice wanted 
To the Printing Business. 
Apply at the Publication Office of the “Ladies’ 
Museum,” N° 157, south Eleventh street, five 
doors below Locust, not far from Spruce. 


PRINTING (WITH NEW TYPE) 
Executed on the lowest terms, by Henry C. Lewis. 
Apply at the above Office. 
tt 3) 
Dwelling-House To Let. 

A small, but very convenient Dwelling-House, 
huilt of stone, containing 3S rooms, situate on 
Besn-Hitt,—Rent 50 doliars a-year. 

Also, a large stone ICE-HOUSE, for a mo- 
derate rent, or on s/ares for the season. 

Enquire on the premises, near the Bush-Hill 
Tavern. 


PROPOSAL 
For Publishing a small volume of Original Poens, 
Sor the benefit of the Author, entitled 


THE 
LYRE OF LOVE 
AND 


HARP OF SORROW, 
OR, 
Lyric and Clegiac 
POEMS, ODES, LAYS, SUNNETS, AND 
SONGS. 
BY HENRY C. LEWIs. 


TO THE PUBLIC, 

Perhaps all that can be said of these little poems, 
is, that, if they nevet arrest the judgement of rigid 
criticism, they may sometimes please the Imagina- 
tion of the fair daughters of feeling. 

But to prevent deception or imposition, the pub 
lisher begs leave to observe, that a sufficient num- 
ber of these poctical effusions have already appeared 
in different public prints, to enable the public to form 
their own opinion as to the merits of the whole vol- 
ume now offered to their patronage. In the “Ladies’ 
Museum,” the poetical pieces over the various sig- 
natures of “Henry, Edward, Alpha, Madona, Albert, 
Selim, Ellen,Orson, Albertus, Edwin, U. Clara, Au- 
custus,” &c. were all written by the above Mr. Lewis. 
and will form about one-third of the work. From 
these, the people of Philade!phia can readily deter- 
mine whether ‘The Lyre of Love and Harp of Sor- 
row’ will be worthyof their patronage. The Philadel- 
phia “Repertory,” the ‘National Intelligencer,” 
the “Courier,” and ethers, some years ago, also gave 
publicity to his muse, which several respectable ed- 
itors, in other parts, thought proper to republish in 
their papers. 

TERMS.—The price will be 75 cents, to be paid 
when the work is delivered; it shall be handsomely 
printed, and neatly bound asa pocket volume. 

Susscriprions and Orpers, thankfully received 
at No. 157, south Eleventh street, near Locust. 

N.B.—The friends of the Author are respectfully 
requested to forward the above publication by their 
influence with acquaintances, &c. for which purpos¢ 
subscription papers will speedily be issued. 
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Ladies’ Miniature Almanac 

szadies Miniature “imanac. 
DECEMBER, Swn rises | Sun sels | Moon 
1 Monday - -|18/ after 7,18’ before 5 


r in the 
Tuesday - |19’ after 7.19’ before 5 ‘ 
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3 Wednesday |20’ after 7/20’ before 5| decrease: 
v sogte _ oO / aftoap 7 re) / if mG " 

4 Thursday 20 after 7/20 before 5 Bison 

5 Friday ---j|21’ after 7 tn 

6 Saturday - j21/ after 7): in the 

7 Sunday - - !22’ after 7 morn. 








